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BEBICA TION 



TO 



BEATRIX MAEIOK STURT. 



1. 

Tliese lines, dear Beatrix, which praise 
Thy children, in quaint rhyming ways, 
I dedicate, with love, to thee, 
Blest mother of " Tlie Mystic Three." 



How oft have these slight numbers found 
Glad welcome at thy "Table Emmd!" 
How oft evoked a whispered hint, — 
" That manuscripts look best in jiriiit ! " 

3. 

So consecrated, forth they fare, 
To woo thy bland maternal care : — 
May flowers of fond remembrance twine 
Some tendrils round each playfd line ! 



J. P. M. 



FOLIA CADUCA. 



A VALENTINE, TO DOROTHY.— 1880. 



Saint Valentine taught his disciples a way 
Of hymning the praises which Beauty inspired, 

Inditing each year a mellifluous lay 

To the Nymph whom that " Season " he chiefly admired. 



A singular mode, for an orthodox Saint, 

Of fanning the blaze of such flickering flame : 

For the Nymph might be fair as the whitest of paint, - 
No matter, — he never wrote twice to the same ! 



3. 

Though scarce I adore such a versatile man. 
Nor deem him the wisest of Saints upon earth. 

Yet, half now intending to copy his plan, 
I praise little Dorothy's beauty and worth. 



4. 

She's good as she's fair — what an appetite, too, 
For all that is purest and sweetest in pap ! 

And after her feeding, what slumbers ensue. 
While rocked in a cradle, or lulled in a lap ! 



A Valentine, to Dorothy. 



5. 



May health, peace, and comfort attend on her ways ; 

May she sleep like a top, and awake like a lark ; 
May brightest of sunshine illumine her days, 

And angels watch over her dreams in the dark ! 



All blessings guard Dorothy's life evermore. 
Whose graces and virtues so cleverly blend ; 

And now, lest its versification should bore. 

Here Gbandpapa's Valehtine comes to an end ! 



A VALENTINE, TO DOROTHY.— 1881. 

ON AN EXCHANGE OP AN E.E. APPOINTMENT FROM UONCJ KONG 
TO DOVEK. 

Dear Dorothy, the Beaks were wrong 
To sentence thee to go to Hong. 
The seas are rough, the route is long. 
That would conduct thee unto Kong. 
Besides, I hear the place is hot. 
And full of insects, and what not! 
" Celestials " think it Paradise : — 
I think they are not over-nice ! 
If " Heathen Ohinee " babes regale 
On puppy-pies and ocean-snail, 
Yet British babe might pine and die 
On "toujours snail and puppy-pie." 

Now, thou canst play upon the beach. 
With shells and agates within reach ; 
And safe upon the English strand, 
Build fairy castles on the sand ; 
Which, as the tide sweeps all away. 
Thou canst build up again next day : 
See ships in stately sail advance, 
And Puffing Billies steam from France ; 
Or bathe ; or, wrapt in warm pea-coat, 
Oanst row, or sail, in fishing-boat, 
And catch a sole, a pout, or dab, 
Or fluke — (but do not catch a crab !) 

That health and joys marine be thine, 
Prays Grandpapa, Thy Valentine. 
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DOROTHEA'S BREAD AND BUTTER. 

A PSEUDO-BAB BALLAD. 
1. 

Smiling Dorothea, — 

Name I fondly utter ! 
Takes, it seems, at tea, " a 

Little bread and butter." 



So she begged I'd be a 

Gaffer good, and cut her, — 

(She had dined at three,) — a 
Slice of bread and butter. 



3. 

Charmed at the idea, 

I launched forth the cutter 
" Saucy Dorothea," — 

Cargo, — "bread and butter.'' 

4. 

As lamb loves the lea, a 
Squirrel loves his nut, her 

Joy doth Dorothea 

Find in bread and butter ! 

5. 

Dear, to men at sea, a 

Rum or sherry butt. Her 

Fancy, — (Dorothea 

Vows,) — is bread and butter. 



But ne'er did I see a 
Babe in such a flutter. 

As that Dorothea 

For more bread and butter ! 



Dorothea's Bread and Butter. 1 1 

7. 

On her nurse's knee, a 

Voice, with plaintive splutter. 
Cries : — " Miss Dorothea 

Wants more bread and butter ! " 

8. 

So sings from the tree, a 

Famished nestling. But her 
Song was : — " Dorothea 

Wants more bread and butter I " 

9. 

Major, minor key ; — a 

Run through the gamut; — her 
Song, still : — " Dorothea 

Wants more bread and butter / " 

10. 

With the utmost glee, — (a 

Mass enough to glut her,) — 
She took down, quite free, a 

Pile of bread and butter ! 

11. 

E'en the best Bohea, a 

Failure proved to shut her 
Up. Still ;— " Dorothea 

Wants more bread and butter ! " 

12. 

Might one dream that she a 

Child was " of the gutter," 
Gorging, " on the spree," a 

" Swag " of bread and butter \ 

13. 

"Won't it disagree," — (a 

Direful doubt to mutter !) — 
"With sweet Dorothea, — 

All that bread and butter?" 

14. 

'Twould have raised in thee a 

Consternation utter, 
To view Dorothea 

Tackle bread and butter. 



1 2 Dorothea's Bread and Butter. 



15. 



And it was to me a 

Thorough surrebutter, 
How small Dorothea 

Slew great Bread-and-Butter. 

16. 

So that, truly, we a 

Word could scarcely sputter, 
But :— " Oh, Dorothea ! " 

And: — "Ah, bread and butter/" 

17. 

Gaffer feels how he a 
Saving text should utter. 

Warning Dorothea 

Touching bread and butter : — 

18. 

Whence deduce may ye a 

Moral : — (for none but her :) — 

Whereby she may flee a 
Snare in bread and butter. 

19. 

Viz.: — That she might be "a 

Copse upon a shutter," 
Should she take at tfa, — Ah 1 — 

Too much bread and butter. 

20. 

In Joss-house Chinee, a 

Mandarin might put her : — 

Or in Japanee, a- 

Part from bread and butter : — 

21. 

Or in Brahminee, a 

Bonze of Calicut, or 
Thuggish devotee, a- 

Gog for bread and butter : — 

22. 

Or in Caubulee, A- 

Meer Ram Jam Khan Chutter,- 
(She'd find rancid ghee a 

Poor exchange for butter!) — 



Dorothea's Bread and Butter. 13 

23. 

Or in Isles Fee-jee, a 

Cheerless cave her hut ; — her 
Grave, where Caribbee a- 

Voids both bread and butter : — 

24. 

Or on bread-fruit tree, a 

Maori woodcutter 
Might carve : — " Icy gIt :— a 

Prey to bread and butter." 

25. 

There no psalteree a 

Note would sound : sackbut, or 
Dulcet cornopoea, 

Over bread and butter : — 

26. 

Nor a big D.D. 

" Requiescat " stutter : — 
(Sad result for she, a- 

Long of bread and butter ! ) 

27. 

But her ghost might dree a 

Doom of darkness utter. — 
Finis, Dorothea ! 

Finis, bread and butter ! 

28. 

Hark ! from old Judsea 

To the land of Jut, her 
Dirge sounds ■.' — " Dorothea, 

And her bread and butter ! " 

29. 

Mourn, far Idumsea ! 

Mourn, Connecticut ! her 
Fate : — " Felo de sb : " — a 

" Surfeit : — Bread and Butter." 

30. 

Send, thou S.P.G ! a 

Tract to Lilliput :— " Her 
End. — How Dorothea 

Fell, through Bread and Butter ! " 

B 
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THE BALLADE OF LITTLE DODISSEK— 1885 



Not Homer's Ilinrle, 
Nor yet his Odyssee, 

Conparcs with this Ballade 
Of Little Dodissee. 



1. 

Methought a little girlie 
Drove up to Hasel-lee : 

Her golden hair was curly, 
Her name was Dodissee. 



She had a little sister, 
A little wee-wee- wee ; 

She patted her, and kissed her, 
This little Dodissee. 

3. 

She set the door-bell ringing, 
Where two old Sphinxes be ; 

A-smiling and a-singing 
Came little Dodissee. 



Her song was shorter, neater, 
Than most of such things be ; 

(And few can sing much sweeter 
Than little Dodissee.) 

5. 

" / ivant to see the piggy, 
And likewise the gee-gee: 

I 9va'n.t to brush mij wiggy : " 
San£t little Dodissee. 



" / want to see the moo-cows, 
And how the quack-quacks he: 

I rvant the milk of two cows 
For S'is and Dodissee." 



The Ballade of Little Dodissee. 1 5 

7. 

Now it fell out that straightway 

Her Grandpapa, as he 
Was standing not a great way 

From little Dodissee, 



Said he : — " What jifetty, Fairy, 
Young creatures do I see ? 

'Tis Katharina Mary 
And little Dodissee ! " 

ft 

Then he began a-humming 

Just like a busy bee. 
At this unlooked-for coming 

Of little Dodissee. 



10. 

And Grandmamma, — (her roses 
A-gathering was she,) — 

Made some most splendid posies 
For little Dodissee. 

11. 

When morning red came beaming, 
Then Grandpapa could see 

That he had but been dreaming 
Of little Dodissee. 

12. 

But sends best love and greeting 

To Katharine Marie, 
In hopes of some day meeting 

With her and Dodissee. 

13. 

In "Puff-puff'' to go over, 

And visit, by the sea, 
Victoria Park at Dover, 

And little Dodissee I 
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A VALENTINE, TO DOROTHY AND KATHIE.— 1882. 



1. 

Though Valentine's weather be still rather airy, 
And show but few summer-like signs of the times. 

That Saint's is a day when each pretty young Fairy 
Expects to be kindly remembered in rhymes. 

2. 

As always it ought to be Grandpapa's duty 
To cultivate granddaughters' loving regard, 

He gathers fair roses for each little beauty, 

And hopes they may give him a kiss as reward. 

3. 

These flowers he selected because of their meetness, 
As suiting young ladies both pleasing and fair; 

Resembling in charms of youth, colour, and sweetness, 
Their aspect and manners when taking the air ! 



Still visit them gently, ye breezes of Heaven, 
And freshen their cheeks like the lily and rose ; 

And still be to both of their destinies given 

Sweet flowers, and no thorn to disturb their repose ! 

5. 

And so, — though the weather be still rather airy, 

And show but few summer-like signs of the times, — 

Miss Dorothy Sturt and Miss Katharine Mary 
Are fondly remembered in Grandpapa's rhymes. 
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A MIDSUMMER MORNING'S DREAM.— 1883. 



1. 

At Haseley Court, one morn in June,- 
(Midsummer's sun was shining,) — 

Methought I heard, all out of tune, 
" A charm of birds " repining. 



No sooner did they hear the sound 

Of omnibus departed. 
Than from the brakes and groves around 

"Our feathered songsters" started. 



The blackbirds, finches, tits, and wren, 
Cuckoos, ring-doves, and thrushes. 

First solemnly assembled : then 
Wailed sadly from their bushes ; 



Rooks, white-throats, corncrakes, grave jackdaw, 

And partridges, and starlings. 
All sang — " Where are, O Grandpapa ! 

Those two bright little darlings 1 



5. 

" They oft would camp beneath our trees,- 
(A biscuit fondly munching,) — 

To cull the flowers, inhale the breeze. 
And then — go in for lunching ! 



" Anon, they would inspect a nest. 
To view the iiedgings hatching; 

But discomposed no mother's rest 
With all their earnest watching. 



A Midsummer Morning's Dream. 



" Oft in the golden sunset hours, 
Herbaceous plants they'd water : 

Sweet Grandmamma, — (a flower of flowers !)- 
Instructing each granddaughter. 



" But swallows, swallows, flying far. 
Report with consternation. 

How both our little darlings are 
Careering to the station ; 



" With fell intent to speed away. 
And, (London streets passed over,) 

Propose, towards the close of day. 
To sup and sleep at Dover. 



10. 

" When our Most Reverend friend, the owl, 

At bed-time comes to hear it. 
Won't he just cry, wail, hoot, and howl, 

Till ears can scarcely bear it ! 



11. 

' The bell will ring a muffled peal, 

At news so strange and dreary ; 
The gong, his secret grief reveal 
By 'verberations eery : 

12. 

"The nightingale will cease her song: 
Gruff discords mar Guy's music : 

Till owls, and howls, and bell, and gong. 
Might turn a Hebrew Jew sick ! 



13. 

"To call our darlings back, indeed. 
Were manifestly better;" — 

So now, to Dorothy, with speed. 
And Baby, flies this letter. 



A Midsu77imer Morninc/'s Dream. 19 



14. 



My verse, alas ! is all in vain, 
Though fond regrets incite it : 

Yet I may just as well explain 
How I was led to write it : — 



15. 

The wren lent me her " little quill : " i 

A crow stepped in to mend it : 
A goose writes to the ducks. But still, — 

'Tis time that he should end it ! 

1 " The wren with little quill."— 

A Midsummer Night's Dream, III., i. 
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A VALENTINE, TO DOROTHY AND KATHARINE.— 1885. 

1. 

Now once more wood-pigeons coo ; 
Bees once more fair flow'rets woo ; 
Friends of two dear friends of mine, — 
Dorothy and Katharine ! 



Gold and silver star the ground, — 
Such as Thomas Tidier found ; — 
Aconites with snowdrops twine, — 
Dorothy and Katharine ! 



At such season it is meet 
Sweets to gather for the sweet : 
Therefore goes my Valentine, 
Dorothy and Katharine ! 



Flowers it bears, to tell of Spring, 
Bees, birds, gardens blossoming : 
Primrose banks and copses fine, — 
Dorothy and Katharine ! 

5. 

Once I sang to only one, — 

To dear Dorothy alone : 

Now, two names adorn my line, — 

Dorothy and Katharine ! 



May they twofold sweetness share : 
Live and bloom, two rose-buds fair : 
Two bright sunbeams, smile and shine,- 
Dorothy and Katharine ! 
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TO KATHIE. 

ON HER FIFTH BIRTHDAY. — 1885. 
1. 

Dear Kathie, it was very neat 
Of you to fix your Birthday now, 

When Spring returns with Zephyrs sweet, 
And larks sing high above the plough : 

And banks and copses wild unfold 

Their primrose wealth of virgin gold. 



As I have scanty time to spare, 
I only write, dear child, to say 

How lovingly, through vernal air, 
Fly all best wishes for the day : 

With pretty primrose blossoms, sent 

For Kathie's Birthday ornament? 

(I think I hear you say : — " Ha-ha ! 
I know this comes from Grandpapa") 
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TO KATHIE. 

ON HER SIXTH BIRTHDAY. — MARCH 1886. 
1. 

While all alone in Haseley bowers, 
As Kathie's Birthday nearly dawns, 

I naturally hunt for flowers. 

In woods and gardens, copse and lawns. 

2. 

But, when my floral quest is done, 
I see, with consternation dumb. 

The aconites are mostly gone, — 
The primroses are not yet come ! 

3. 

And as for violets, — of such 

There is not yet an infant ghost : — 

Which only shows how very much 
The best-intentioned hopes are crost ! 



Such disappointments what can cheer? — 
Behold, some snowdrops lift their head : 

Consoling grandparental fear. 

They live, when other flowers are dead. 



Then snowdrops, — simple snowdrops white, - 
Shall for the Birthday wreath he sent : 

May Kathie's smiles, like roses bright. 
Be with these modest flow'rets blent ! 

6. 

Thus, never was so dark a day 

Which love and joy could not endear. 

And, as with fairest hues of May, 
Gladden the cold and dismal year ! 
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TO DOROTHY AND KATHARINE.— 1888. ' 



1. 

My dear Granddaughters, well I know 
How fondly still you dote on Dollies : 

And how — (though wiser soon you'll grow,)- 
Not yet you shun such harmless follies. 



But if your Dollies long should live, 
And never taste a lunch or dinner, 

Unless to them some food you give, 
They must perceptibly grow thinner. 

3. 

» 
And so, your Grandmamma and I 

A Dolly's kitchen send to cheer them : 
So that some pudding, or some pie. 

Or cake, or biscuit, may be near them. 



With crockery upon the shelves. 

Cups, plates, and proper sorts of dishes, 

Whereon those Dollies may themselves 

Serve up their soups, their joints, and iishes. 

5. 

With pots for boiling, spits to roast, 
A kitchen-range, and pans for frying, 

And spoons for sauce, and forks for toast, 
We hope to keep the Dears from dying. 



And o'er the whole a maid presides, 
To plan, and carry out the cooking : 

So may the Dollies' jolly sides 

Grow sorter kinder better looking ! 
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TO GEOFFREY.— 1888. 

1. 

Dear little Grandson, who dost shun 
All Dolls, their works, and finery, 

And dotest more on wheels that run. 
And engineer machinery : 



On patent new hydraulic lift : 

On thermo and barometer : 
On compasses, and vanes that ghift : 

And THINE OWN " TOPOROIMETEE " : 

3. 

To thee, a grand " Puff-puff" we send, 
Which goes by steam delightfully : 

And runs in rooms from end to end, 
The wheels all rolling rightfully. 



Father will first the boiler fill, 
And light the furnace matchf uUy : 

Then practise thy mechanic skill. 

And mind thine eyesight watchfully ! 
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THE PATENT TOPOIIOMETER. 

A SCIENTIFIC BALLAD. — 1888. 

This novel machine, and its no less novel name, were lately excog- 
itated by Geoffrey Charles Napier Sturt, a boy of little more than 
four years old, "vultils ingenui puer, ingenuique 2}udoris," and very 
curious and observant in mechanical inquiries. In the following lines 
are set forth, with more or less exactness, some of the powers and uses 
of the new invention : as to which it need here only be added, that the 
apparent universality of its application is fully equalled by the ex- 
treme simplicity of its construction. 



' In tenui la'bor : at tenuis non gloria ; si quern 
Numina lasva sinunt, auditque vocatus Apollo." 

—P. Virgil, Georg. IV. 0, 7. 

' Slight is the subject, hut the praise not small, 
If heaven assist, and Phcehus hear my call." 

—Dryden's Translation. 



In years henceforth, of little worth 

Will be the best barometer; 
And Fahrenheit in speedy flight 

May pack with his thermometer; 
No sage will waste his time and taste 

On lens or heliometer : 
Those antique tools, though used by fools. 

Can't match the Toporometer ! 

Sing, heigh, the Toporometer ! 

Sing, ho, the Toporometer ! 
There's not a toy, for man or boy. 

To match the Toporometer ! 

2. 

To measure length, or breadth, or strength. 

Expand the Toporometer; 
To gauge the heat, with index neat. 

Contract the Toporometer; 
To fathom seas with graceful ease. 

Let down the Toforometer ; 
Or would you know whence tempests blow. 

Hoist up the Toporometer ! 

Sing, heigh, the Toporometer ! 

Sing, ho, the Toporometer ! 
Than all the rest it is the best, 

The Patent Toporometer! 
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The lightning-flash may send to smash 

The finest electrometer ; 
The howling breeze o'er raging seas 

May stump the anemometer ; 
A grain of rust, a pinch of dust, 

May stop the true chronometer : 
But none of those mishaps will close 

The life of Toporometer ! 

Sing, heigh, the Toporometer ! 

Sing, ho, the Toporometer ! 
All else, though strong, may well go wrong- 
But not the Toporometer ! 



Let dairy folk at morn invoke 

The aid of their lactometer ; 
And ball-rooms bright rejoice at night 

In blessings of gasometer ; 
Let chemists choke in fumes and smoke. 

And sniff their ozonometer : 
I simply choose to praise and use 

The healthful Toporometer ! 

Sing, heigh, the Toporometer ! 

Sing, ho, the Toporometer ! 
With courage good hath always stood 

The sturdy Toporometer ! 

5. 

Let dame of school enforce her rule 

By sweets of saccharometer ; 
Let telephone adjust its tone 

By whispers of phonometer ; 
Let postman's beat seem short and sweet 

By dint of cyclodometer : 
But all combined fall far behind 

A power like Toporometer ! 

Sing, heigh, the Toporometer ! 

Sing, ho, the Toporometer ! 
All, all must yield, and leave the field 

To GeoiTrey's Toporometer ! 

6. 

Galvani's fame hands down a name 

That lives in galvanometer; 
And men that walk do vainly talk 

Of miles by the pedometer; 
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Some, too, have gained results obtained 

By shade of goniometer : 
But none the less I laud and bless 

The Geoffrey Toporometer ! 

Sing, heigh, the Toporometer ! 

Sing, ho, the Toporometer ! 
Though Science frown, I'll give the crown 

To Geoffrey's Toporometer ! 



When stern earthquake doth rudely shake 

The sensitive seismometer ; 
And torrent's force, in headlong course, 

Eegardeth not hygrometer ; 
When sight and sound may well confound 

The wits of old geometer : 
Firm as a rock, resists each shock 

The fearless Toporometer ! 

Sing, heigh, the Toporometer ! 

Sing, ho, the Toporometer ! 
Through crash and gloom, to crack of doom, 

Abides the Toporometer ! 



Old Father Nile may soothly smile 

To view his own Nilometer ; 
The Engineers may find, with cheers, 

Their angles by clinometer ; 
The laws of force, the power of horse. 

Men test by dynamometer : 
But nothing can transcend the plan 

Of Geoffrey's Toporometer ! 

Sing, heigh, the Toporometer ! 

Sing, ho, the Toporometer ! 
Through space and time will soar sublime 

Thy fame, O Toporometer ! 
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TWO QUESTIONS AS TO THIS MOST VALUABLE INVENTION. 

My Father asks — "Among the tasks 

Performed by Toporometer, 
If eggs are boiled, and never spoiled. 

As with a dashed horometer ? 
And if port-wine, of vintage fine, 

Gauged by a Toporometer, 
Will never fade, as when 'tis made 

By help of an cenometer 1 

Sing, heigh, the Toporometer ! 

Sing, ho, the Toporometer ! 
For drink and food, and all that's good. 

We'll trust the Toporometer ! " 

E. A. 



THE ANSWERS. 



1. 



Best eggs, new-laid, can be purveyed 

Well cooked, by Toporometer, 
Send us that wine. If it be fine, 

We, with our Toporometer, 
Will drink it out, to solve the dnulit. 

As for that old horometer. 
Be Tophet's Pit prepared for it. 

And likewise for cenometer. 

Sing, heigh, the Toporometer ! 

Sing, ho, the Toporometer ! 
Such " limbs " may grace " another place,' 

But Heaven, the Toporometer ! 



Where'er we walk, let walls with chalk 

Enquire : — " Where's Toporometer ? " 
And let no railway-station fail 

To cry: — "Where's Toporometer ?" 
When wires diifuse the joyful news, — 

" Here conies the Toporometer I " 
E'en " Pears hys soape " resigns all hope,- 

Washed out by Toporometer ! 

Sing, heigh, the Toporometer ! 

Sing, ho, the Toporometer ! 
Succinct and neat, the last thing sweet,- 

Is Heaven's own Toporometer ! 
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L ENVOI TO "THE TOPOROMETEE." 

Should some accuse my playful Muse 

Of too much rhyme in " — ometer," 
They may, perhaps, condone such lapse 

When viewed through a micrometer; 
Nay, may behold the value, told 

By light from radiometer, 
Of every fact, with truth exact 

Set forth, as by photometer; 

(Sing, heigh, the Toporometer ! 

Sing, ho, the Toporometer !) 
Which proves the scheme to be no dream. 

That hatched the Toporometer ! 
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TO GEOFFREY. 

WITH A CHEOMO - LITHOGRAPH OF A STEAMSHIP OP THE 
WHITE STAB LINE : 8TH DECEMBEB 1888. 

1. 

My dear little friend, by the postman I send 

A view, by a famous designer, 
Of a steamship in sail, in a moderate gale, 

An A1 American Liner. 
When stormy winds blow, with fog, sleet, and snow, 

She doubtless plays many an antic ; 
And scarcely, in fact, can maintain her exact 

Equilibrium on the Atlantic. 

2. 

Yet she cuts with her screw through the billows so blue, 

And gay as a dolphin she dances : 
Her name is " Germanic ; " her power is Titanic ; 

Her cargo is " notion:^," and — Francis. 
When the sailors are ill, and the hand-basins fill, 

And ladies are frightened and frantic, 
F. lays down his head, and lies snug in his bed, 

Till he crosses, — " All Well," — the Atlantic. 

3. 

Then let us all cheer, at this dull time of year. 

Forgetting all sinister fancies, 
When the pilots report, from their briny resort, 

" Germanic has anchored, — with Francis." 
The weather gives scope, for indulging that hope, — 

Not merely a vision romantic : — 
And may Francis his thumb pull out many a plum. 

When once safe across the Atlantic ! 
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FAREWELL TO FOLKESTONE! 

A "SONG OF THE THREE CHILDREN." — 1880. 
1. 

Farewell to Folkestone ! Though too fast 
" Time, subtle thief of youth" doth travel, 

Our Jehu scarcely can at last 

Force a slow trot o'er frozen gravel. 

2. 

Farewell to Folkestone ! Such delay, 

Such careworn steeds, such tardy wheeling. 

Seem to our fancy to betray 

Kind Nature's sympathetic feeling ! 



Farewell to Folkestone and its Pier, 

Its concerts, bands, bazaars, and racket : 

And vacant crowds, that daily cheer 
Arrivals of the Boulogne Packet ! 

4. 

Farewell to Folkestone and its walks ; 

Its Lees ; its cliffs ; and Oamp of Csesar : 
And restful seats for moonlight talks, — 

Where north-east winds ensure a sneezer. 



Farewell to Folkestone and its shops. 
Where wares of ancientry are vended : 

"Old Chelsea," photos, lollipops. 

And crabs and crabsticks, neatly blended ! 



Farewell to Folkestone, its Bath chairs, 
And sickly forms enswathed in flannel : 

And many a gallant ship, that fares 

Not gaily in yon wreck-strewn Channel ! 



Farewell to Folkestone. 



Farewell to Folkestone and its Lift, 
Where, by a magic transmutation, 

A penny, — though a modest gift, — 
Confers high grade of elevation ! 



Farewell to Folkestone and its Camp, 

Its drums and drills, mud, dust, and bustle : 

Inspections dry, inspections damp, 

Field-Marshals, and Sir Baker Russell ! 



Farewell to Folkestone and the smile, — 
The countless, dimpling smile of ocean : — 

And gorgeous sunsets, that beguile 
The thoughtful soul to soft emotion ! 



10. 

Farewell to Folkestone beach and sea, 
(Wherewith breakwaters sadly mingle :) 

And Dymchurch gipsy-kettle-tea. 

Baths, shells, and agates from the shingle ! 



11. 

Farewell to Folkestone, and, — alas ! — 

To friends esteemed with warm afi'ection : 

May Time's best achromatic glass 
Oft bring them to our recollection ! 



12. 

Farewell to Folkestone ! As we leave 
The rail way -station's crowded angle. 

O'er those old scenes we scarcely grieve. 
For off we go to Llanvihangel ! 



13. 

So may the pangs our infant heart 
Experienced, at thoughts of parting. 

Be softened; and the dreaded smart 
Be veiled in smiles of joy at starting ! 
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Farewell to Folkestone ! Thus we view 
Our fate with chastened moderation : 

And seek "fresh iooods and pastures new," 
With exemplary resignation. 



15. 

Farewell to Folkestone ! May these rhymes 
Supply some themes for Love to ponder 

In happy years of future times, 

When "Absence makes the heart grow fonder : " 



16. 

And memory holds her seat. Perchance, 
'Mid diverse scenes, and long hereafter, 

They still may win a kindly glance, 
And guerdon of responsive laughter ! 
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A JOYOUS BALLADE OF THE TWO SQUIRRELS.— 1889. 



Eighteen hundred and eighty-nine : 
That is the date of this tale of mine. 

Two old frolicsome Squirrels are we, 
Nest in the midst of a Hazel Lea : 

Self-contained in its own fair grounds, 
(Woodland scenery there abounds :) 

Water, and drainage, and air complete. 
Far from noises and dust of street : 

Paying no taxes, rates, nor rent : 
Needing no servants : — quite content. 

Held on a regular yearly lease, 

Till the Great Wood or Squirrels' decease. 

Rising early, we first pursue 
Toilet duties with best of dew : 

Then, ere ever the sunlight dawn. 
Scamper we over the primrose lawn : 

Next, we breakfast, study, and play ; 
Gambolling merrily most of the day : 

Tired of learning, skipping, and sport, 
Munching a luncheon at Haseley Court : 

(Puddings and tarts we there can find. 
Milky rice, too, much to our mind.) 

Once we thought we should like to try 
Our paw at stopping the Folkestone Fly : 

Glorious news had travelled amain, — 
" Llanvihangel had just been ta'en:" 

Walder, Coachman, perhaps had heard : 
Also, certainly, Walter, Guard. 
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Pale-faced Alice, the head housemaid, 
Loaded wheel-fire-lock, half afraid : 

Said wheel-fire-lock, histories say. 
Used at battle of Malplaquet: 

Loaded with powder which housemaids use 
To blacken the grates and brighten the shoes : 

Loaded it, too, instead of a shot. 

With two horn studs from a Canada coat : 

Wadding them down, for want of a worse, 
With the Reverend Rector's last discourse. 

But when it came to the time to go, 
The wheel-fire-lock went awfully slow : 

So, on the whole, it seemed to us best 
To settle to sleep in our nut-tree nest : 

Where, should a surly inspector come, 

A Jay might answer him : — " Not at home." 

Thus we've been leading an innocent life 
Of peaceful happiness. Squirrel and wife : 

Only confessing a huge desire 

To visit the Squirrels of Monmouthshire : 

Abergavenny by Western rail, 
Llanvihangel in Honddhu-dale : 

Nest on a hillside, high, dry, snug, 
Fit to accommodate daintiest skug : 

Chestnut and oak trees laden with fruit, 
Pasturage fine for Squirrel or brute : 

So you may bode to expect us soon, — 
(Somewhere towards the Nineteenth June :) 

Vic, Queen, Empress, being on throne : — 
Now my Squirrelly tale is done ! 
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TO DOROTHY. 

ON HER TENTH BIRTHDAY. — 1889. 
1. 

Dear Dorothy, the rolling years 
This morn invite my Muse to sing 

Of hopes and joys, of sighs and fears. 
And changes, which two lustres bring. 



Thou, child no more, thou, budding maid, 
Dost on a strange new confine stand : 

Wide, unknown realms before thee laid, 
Behind thee, — dear old Fairyland ! 

3. 

Behind, thy skies were ever blue, 

Thy seas were ever calm and bright : 

Where ships, of most prismatic hue. 
Sailed smoothly on till purple night. 

4. 

Rose frowning castles, gr^m and gray : 
Yawned round them a most awful ditch 

Wherein assailing squadrons lay, — 
All neatly overwhelmed in pitch ! 



Came thrilling rambles in Great Wood, 
In quest of that enchanted tree 

Whereon a Fairy, kind and good. 
Hung gifts for Katharine and thee ! 



All these thou leavest. What remains 1- 
All that a gentle soul need ask ! — 

Prosaic toils : poetic pains ; 

Fair Duty crowning every task ! 
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Still, fond Eemembranoe shall attend 
To picture scenes beloved before ; 

Still, Fancy shall her palette lend, 
Rich in the rainbow tints of yore : 



Still, woods and mountains, vales and streams, 
Shall bring pulsations to thy heart; 

And Childhood's old romantic dreams 
Teach graver years their "Early Art." 



As freshly shall the breezes blow. 
As sweetly ring the wild-bird's song, 

As in those years of Long-ago, — 

Thus hallowed, though departed long ! 



10. 

The landscape shall be still as bright; 

The flowers as fair and fragrant still : 
As faithfully shaU starry Night 

Chase blushing Sunset on the hill : 



11. 

While more abundantly shall flow 
A gracious joy around thy ways, 

As thou the more dost learn to know 
The bliss of Home, the peace, and praise. 



12. 

Lament not, then, the sliding change 
Which these two kindly lustres bring : 

But learn in those dear paths to range 
Where all the days — are days of Spring ! 
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TO KATHIE. 

ON HEE NINTH BIRTHDAY. MARCH 1S!)0. 

1. 

Dear Kathie, though far, far apart 

In geographic situation, 
Granny and Grandpa from their heart 

Send love and warm congratulation : 

2. 

An Indian box, wherein to lay 

Your last Court-costumed cardboard figure : 
A riding-whip, wherewith, we pray, 

You mayn't baste Kelpie like a Nigger : 

3. 

Lastly, a Cake, sweet, mild, refined, 
" Of perfect manners" for digestion, 

And warranted to be a kind 

To cause no subsequent congestion. 

4. 

May you, dear Three ! enjoy your play 
As in best times of ancient fiction ; 

And slumber, after the Birthday, 
With Grandparental Benediction ! 



These lines, which thus convey our love. 
Though scarcely "gems of purest water,'' 

Are not unblest, if they but move 

Your merry laugh, O dear Granddaughter ! 
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TO KATHIE. 

ON HER TENTH BIRTHDAY. — MARCH 1891. 
1. 

Dear Kathie, as thy Festal Day 
Approached, with its inspiring ray, 
Methought my Muse must please rehearse 
Some brief, fond, smooth, and thrilling verse. 



Some sweet Refrains, some playful Rhyme, 
Beseeming such a joyous time : 
Some hearty Gratulation, sent 
Wrapt up in lots of sentiment. 

3. 

Some Pastoral, in Virgil's vein ; 
Some Ode, in fine Horatian strain ; 
Some Ballad of chivalrous Moor, 
Or grand old Oid Oampeador. 

4. 

Some Sonnet, from Ausonian bard : 
Some Idyll, from Pierre Ronsard : 
Some lovely Lyric, — such an one 
As should outshine all Tennyson ! 

5. 

Some Spring-sweet Song of vernal flowers. 
Of Haseley fields, and woods, and bowers; 
Some lofty Astronomic flight. 
Soaring to worlds of starry light : — 

6. 

"Which shall it be?"— I thought,—" I'll think." 
Then got fine paper, swan-quill, ink : 
Primroses flowered the hot-pressed sheet : — 
Of course, the writing must be neat ! 

7. 

Then scribbled I one line. Then two. — 
Then thought: — "How do you think tliey'll do?" 
A sudden voice exclaimed, — " The Post ! " — 
The opportunity was lost ! 
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TO KATHIE. 

ON HER ELEVENTH BIRTHDAY. — MARCH l.S()2. 

" UnliVc to Robinson 
Shall he iny song : 
It sliii.U he vntty, vmil 
It bhatCt he long." 

1. 

For Katharina's new birthday, — 

(She must be getting on for twenty !) — 

I begged my Muse to send a lay, 

(Such as she used to weave in plenty.) 



Some thrilling, not too high-priced song, 
Of "mystic, wonderful" composure. 

Well framed, of constitution strong, 

That would not " suffer from exjjosure : " 

3. 

Sweet and harmonious; not too long; 

Of diction neither weak nor gritty : 
Original: — in brief, a song 

2'hat might be short, but miist he witty. 

4. 

She said she hadn't got enough 

Of such rare "Samite" lying by her: 

And even if she found the stufi'. 

The price would be immensely higher: 

5. 

And I must wait a long time still, 
And live on hope and pazienza : — 

Because, she said, she had been ill. 
And still felt weak, from Influenza ! 

6. 

I stormed and raved, but all in vain : 
(Of course, I really can't believe her :) 

I'll never be took in again 

By sitch a artful gay deceiver ! 

7. 
And so, dear Kathie, all my long 

But fruitless efforts, end in pity 
That you can only have this song, — 

Which is too long, and is not witty ! 
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TO KATHIE. 

ON HER TWELFTH BIRTHDAY. — 24TH MARCH 1893. 

Fortunate Kathie ! whose birthday 
Dawns with the sun's reviving ray, 
When all the groves and fields around 
Re-echo to some vernal sound : 
Wood-pigeons coo, woodpeckers bark. 
And high in sether trills the lark : 
The partridge calls, the pheasant crows, 
. Nought else disturbs the sweet repose. 
Now welcome we in woodland bowers 
Those earthly stars, the shining flowers : 
In verdure exquisitely set, 
The snowdrop and the violet ; 
The modest primrose, rathe and pale. 
The scented cowslip in the vale. 
And, — flower which Wordsworth thought so fine. 
The golden, glossy celandine. 

To me, those vernal charms seem sent 
A maiden's Spring to represent ; 
Whose buxom health, whose playful ease, 
Whose soul, which " every sport can pleane," 
All harmonise with Nature's youth, — 
A mirror held by Love and Truth. 
So may thy footsteps never stray 
Elsewhere than in a flowery way ; 
Ever be heard, thy paths around, 
Soft harmonies of vernal sound, 
And may thy presence ever bring 
The joyous influence of Spring ! 
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AN EIGHTIETH BIRTHDAY. 

HASELEY COUET. 26T1I JULY 1893. 

1. 

" Their strength is but labour and sorrow," 
Said David, that virtuous King : — 

" To-day they are here, but to-morrow, 
Alas ! they are safe to take wing." 



And yet there might seem an exception 
For one, who, " by reason of strength," 

Developes the pleasing conception 
Of life of a little more length ! 



While nursing such soothing illusion, 
The veil of my consciousness lifts ; 

Deep blushing with boyish confusion, — 
I see on my table Two Gifts ! 

4. 

A charming " ^tui " for the toilet, 
Compact, comprehensive, "solide:" 

To shave, brush my wiggy, and oil it, 

Wash, dress, and despatch me with speed ! 



A Note-case, expanding for travel. 
Comes next in this harvest of Fate, 

Bills, letters, bank-notes, to unravel, 
And lay them in lavender State ! 



The first came from "Mother and Father: 
The next, from " The Mystical Three : " 

I really can't say which doth rather 
Commend itself more unto me ! 
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To the promptings of loving affection 
Which dictated missives like these, 

My lines go (with much imperfection,) 
To say how immensely they please :— 



How fair is their finish ! How weighty 
The psychical fetter they forge ! 

How dear to a Orandsire of Eighty, — 
Yet still pretty hobbish, by George I 
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IL'IEnJjou 

TO GRANDMAMMA'S MIRROR. 

1. 

happy Mirror! — For therein 
My Mistress viewed her face : 

She, fair : — Thou, true: — Tlie soul within 
All beauty, love, and grace. 

2. 

faultless Mirror ! — For therein 
Ne'er frowned a shadow faint 

Of pride, or sloth, or ire, or sin : 
There only shone — a Saint. 

3. 

woful Mirror ! — For therein 

That sweet, angelic face, 
Its glance that warms, its smiles that ipiii, 

NoiD find no resting-place. 

4. 

Ah, Afirror ! — Never more therein 
Shall shine those heavenly eyes: — 

They see God, "/ac« to face," within 
Blest vales of Paradise ! 



J. P. M. 
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